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" Come in," said Mr. Wren, shaking violently, as if
he expected the sadden appearance of a formidable

dragon.

A stout, florid woman entered, her shiny black hair
parted in the middle.  Buttons, hooks, eyes and
sundry tapes seemed impotent to keep her clothes
together. They were all straining at their moorings.
If a hair divides the true from the false, something
still more slender divided Mrs. Scrnbbs from decency
and indecency. She was the kind of woman who
should have worn well riveted girders.

Mr. Wren watched Mrs. Scrubbs with considerable
apprehension. She carried a bucket of coal with
sticks and newspaper laid on the top.

" What are you going to do ? " inquired Mr. Wren.

"Light a fire, sir."

" What month is it ? "

"June. You don't take no notice of the months,
sir. They ain^t nothing to go by in England. You
gets snow in July, butterflies in December."

"Mrs. Scrubbs," began the curate, "I want to ask
you a few questions."

" You can ask as many questions as you like, sir,
but you wont get no answers out of me. I ^ad strict
orders from Miss May, and it's as much as my job's
worth to go against her wishes."

" Miss May what ? "

"Miss May Elynn, the young lady wot's look-
ed after you better than your own mother